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Featured Poem: The Jaguar by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The Jaguar 


The Jaguar runs up 


to me and says ... 


It is so nice to meet you ... 


now I am going to eat you. 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this twelfth volume of Poetic 


Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich €? gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer's fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Commentary: A Midnight Lunch by Anonymous 


A Midnight Lunch 


Would you like a little Supper with covers laid for two 

(You know the kind of Supper that I mean;) 

And if you are not hungry you can look the Menu through — 
You know the kind of Hunger that I mean. 

We'll have a little Duck, celery salad on the side, 

A little Bottle, cold as ice, in which we may confide 

All thoughts of the Hereafter, and Other Things, beside. — 
You know the kind of Other Things I mean. 


When we've had that little Supper with covers laid for two 

(You know the kind of Supper that I mean). 

The Dessert will follow, as Desserts always do — 
You know the kind of Dessert that I mean. 

We'll have a little Fruit, a little Coffee on the side. 

Then another little Bottle which doubtless will decide 

If you are to go home early—and Other Things, beside. — 
You know the kind of Other Things I mean. 


Yes, I d like that little Supper with covers laid for two, 

And I know the kind of Supper that you mean. 

And I'll come to you quite Hungry and I'll go the Menu through, 
And 1 know the kind of Hunger that you mean. 
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And I will not go Home early, for 'tis mean to eat and run: 
Your Bill of Fare's a dandy and your Dessert is number one; 
And we'll have the extra Bottle and Other Things for fun; 
And I know the kind of Other Things you mean. 


28K 2K 2K ok 


In 1900 when this poem was circulated in New York City it caused a bit of a 
scandal. It was understood the poet was a well-known individual, but he did 


not want the notoriety of having his name associated with A Midnight Lunch. 


The New York City press had a field day trying to find out who wrote the 


poem, but ultimately they never found out who did. 


It was understood the poet was a gourmand but he was a gourmand of the 


sensuousness of life ... and not merely culinary delights. 


So much of this poem is allegorical that perhaps you might enjoy the culinary 


as you enjoy the other delights ... if ... 


You know the kind of Other Things I mean. 
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Commentary: The Enjoyment by Anonymous 


The Enjoyment 


Ye Gods! the raptures of that night! 

What fierce convulsions of delight! 
How in each other's arms involv'd 

We lay confounded, and dissolved! 
Bodies mingling, sexes blending, 

Which should most be lost contending, 
Darting fierce and flaming kisses. 

Plunging into boundless blisses; 
Our bodies, and our souls on fire. 

Tost by a tempest of Desire; 
Till with utmost fury driven, 


Down, at once, we sunk to heaven. 


This anonymous poem is from 1709. Yet it could be a limerick from our times 
as well ... for it is descriptive and naughty enough to evoke visions of erotic 
poetry by the likes of e.e. cummings. This short poem lies bedded in the book 
Poetica Erotica which was published a century ago. It frolics among so many 
similar sensual poems that it is easily forgotten when it was written, over three 
centuries back, and when it was last published in 1921. Odds are you will not 


find The Enjoyment in any other contemporary book of poetry ... so enjoy! 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 
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Really | Would by Aki Kurosawa 


Time is not my friend ... 

I know with each and every day 

I get closer to the dreaded 
“Thirty” 

When everyone will ask me ... 

Why aren’t you married? 

Why don’t you have children? 


What are you waiting for? 


My parents want grandchildren, 

my aunts and uncles ... nieces and nephews. 
Everyone else my age is pregnant 

or have already had one ... or two ... or three ... 


But look at me! 


I would like to get married — 
really I would 

I would like to have children — 
really I would 

That requires a grown up man ... 


But there are only little boys in my life. 
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Until the Verdant Green Returns by Patrick Bruskiewich 


There is a certain sadness 
when fall descends upon us 


and the verdant green of summer 


gets displaced by the solemn colours of autumn 


Sure autumnal colours are bright ... 
but they are far from lively 
for the leaves are now dead 


and lay scatter lifeless at our feet. 


Soon the tree branches will be bare 
and we shall spy the empty nests 
where life had once chirped happily 


but now lay quiet and abandoned. 
Soon the blue sky will turn grey 
then white ... from high will fall 
flakes of cold indifference to blanket 


the Earth for many months ... 


until the verdant green returns. 
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To Be a Good Gardner by William Webster 


The other day, here in the Big Apple, 
my girlfriend and I were potting plants — 
I wanted to take my tool out — 

but she wanted me to leave it in. 

She wrapped her legs around me 

to try to pin me tight but 

somehow I pulled myself free ... 

and just in time! 

It was her spring time you see ... 

Then we argued ...don't you love me? 
We seem to do a lot of that now ... 
Quarrelling, not gardening. 

To me she is just a friend 

with certain benefits. 

I on the other hand 

is her road to an easy life. 

I ponder about that ... 

I wonder if it is time for me 

To be a good gardener ... elsewhere, 
before my tool rusts away, 


or the weeds over run my garden. 
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I Know by Muriel 


I know the thrill of the grasses 
when the rain pours over them. 
I know the trembling of the leaves 
when the winds sweep through them. 
I know what the white clover felt 
as it held a drop of dew pressed close in its beauty. 
I know the quivering of the fragrant petals 
at the touch of the pollen-legged bees. 
I know what the stream said to the dipping willows, 
and what the moon said to the sweet lavender. 
I know what the stars said when they came stealthily down 
and crept fondly into the tops of the trees. 
I know ... 
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Pictorial: | Like Her Feathers! 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available at Amazon 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Historical Poems 
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The Last Lesson by D. H. Lawrence 


When will the bell ring, and end this weariness? 

How long have they tugged the leash, and strained 
apart 

My pack of unruly hounds : I cannot start 

Them again on a quarry of knowledge they hate to 
hunt, 

I can haul them and urge them no more. 

No more can I endure to bear the brunt 

Of the books that lie out on the desks: a full three 
Score 

Of several insults of blotted pages and scrawl 

Of slovenly work that they have offered me. 

I am sick, and tired more than any thrall 

Upon the woodstacks working weariedly. 
And shall I take 

The last dear fuel and heap it on my soul 

Till I rouse my will like a fire to consume 

Their dross of indifference, and burn the scroll 

Of their insults in punishment?— I will not! 

I will not waste myself to embers for them, 

Not all for them shall the fires of my life be hot. 

For myself a heap of ashes of weariness, till sleep 

Shall have raked the embers clear: I will keep 

Some of my strength for myself, for if I should sell 
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It all for them, I should hate them — 


— [ will sit and wait for the bell. 


Did | Love The? by George Moore 


Did I love thee? I only did desire 

To hold thy body unto mine. 

And smite it with strange fire 

Of kisses burning as a wine. 

And catch thy odorous hair, and twine 
It thro’ my fingers amorously. 


Did I love thee? 


Did I love thee? I only did desire 


To watch thine eyelids lilywise 


Closed down, and thy warm breath respire 


As it came through the thickening sighs. 
And speak my love in such fair guise 
Of passion's sobbing agony. 

Did I love thee? 


Did I love thee? I only did desire 
To drink the perfume of thy blood 


In vision, and thy senses tire 
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Seeing them shift from ebb to flood 
In consonant sweet interlude, 
And if love such a thing not be, 


I loved not thee. 


From Flowers of Passion 1878 
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Pictorial: Guess Who ... 
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Flame by George Sterling 


Thou art that madness of supreme desire, 
Which lacking, beauty is but dross and clay. 
Within thy veins is all the fire of day 

And all the stars divinity of fire. 

Thine are the lips and loins that never tire. 
And thine the bliss that makes my soul dismay. 
Upon thy breast what god at midnight lay. 
To make thy flesh the music of his lyre? 
Ah! such alone should know thy loveliness! 
Ah! such alone should know thy full caress, 
O goddess of intolerable delight! 

I beg of Fate the guerdon and the grace, 

Far beyond death, to know m thine embrace 


Eternal rapture in eternal night. 
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Sonnet by Edna St. Vincent Millay 


I being born a woman and distressed 

By all the needs and notions of my kind. 

Am urged by your propinquity to find 

Your person fair, and feel a certain zest 

To bear your body's weight upon my breast, — 
So subtly is the fume of life designed, 

To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind 

And leave me once again undone, possessed. 
Think not for this, however,—the poor treason 
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain — 
I shall remember you with love, or season 

My scorn with pity; let me make it plain; 

I find this frenzy insufficient reason 


For conversation when we meet again. 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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She Being Brand-New by e.e. cummings 


she being Brand 

-new, and you 

know consequently a 

little stiff i was 

careful of her and(having 

thoroughly oiled the universal 

joint tested my gas felt of 

her radiator made sure her springs were O. 

K.) i went right to it flooded-the*carburetor cranked her 
up, slipped the 

clutch (and then somehow got into reverse she 
kicked what 

the hell) next 

minute i was back in neutral tried and 

again slowly; barely nudging(my 

lever Right oh 

and her gears being in 

A I shape passed 

from low through 

second-in-to-high like 

greased lightning just as we turned the corner of Divinity 
avenue i touched the accelerator and give 

her the juice, good 


was the first ride and believe i we was 
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happy to see how nice she acted right up to 

the last minute coming back down by the Public 
Gardens i slammed on 

the 

internal expanding 

& 

External contracting 

brakes Both at once and 

brought all of her tremb 

-ing 


to a:dead. 


stand- 


; still) 
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Infatuation by Lee Timberaxe 


In bat black night, 
When stars slide low 
And look; 

Your wet red mouth, 
A suckling rose. 
Seeks mine 

And draws, 

Retreats, 

Provokes, 

Then melts my soul 


And moulds it yours. 


(1921) 
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A Ballad of Men I have Vamped in Vain by Anonymous 


Of virtue in woman and honor in man 

Has many a bard sung the praise; 

And if I now mention the subject again 

It's distinctly a negative phase, 

For while virtue and honor are well in their ways 
One wearies at length of their clutch, 

Especially when it inspires the phrase 

“Yes, dear, but I love you too much.” 

These modern young men who write books about sex 
All say, “To be chaste is a sin” 

Live life to the full without hindrance or checks! 
None too young or too old to begin.” 

But for the deplorable plight that I’m in — 

(And you'll surely admit it is such) — 

They have no reply but an asinine grin 

And a “Really, I like you too much.” 

There are brave men a plenty, the newspapers say, 
Who rape and seduce all the time — 

But none of them happen to come ’round my way. 
My friends don’t seem given to crime. 

For bridge or theatres or parties they’re prime 
And they don’t seem to shrink at my touch. 

But their failing (which goaded me into this rhyme) 


Is that all of them like me too much. 
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It's not that I go in for Passion myself— 

I find it a terrible bore — 

But a virgin can have no respect for herself 

In this day of the glorified whore. 

So I call at young hopefuls' apartments galore. 
But, when safe in a masculine clutch, 

I imply my intentions, they show me the door. 
And assure me they like me too much. 

Arc they cowards, or heroes, these diffident males? 
Do they brave every feminine shell? 

Or is it my personal presence that fails 

To intrigue them? I never can tell; 

For experts have said I make love very well 

Still I must lack the magical touch— 

For they praise and admire and love me—but Hell! 


They-all of them—like me too much. 


envoi: 


You, prince, who have hardily ventured to learn 
Of the men I have vainly ensnared. 

I've done as you bid me, and ask in return 
Whether you, in their place, would have dared. 
And this I implore you, don't ever get scared, 
And when virgins entreat your fond touch — 


Do whatever you feel that the Fates have prepared — 
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But don't tell them you like them too much. 


Twice Far Away by Random 


Only some doors 

Outlandish were they 

Lead so moonbeams familiar 
Twice far away 


Man noticed past 


Eerie bid thrown 
Mortal sea things 
Sound brilliant barmy 
Snaffle love spell 
Moans busking great 


Shadows dream dwindle 

Grace like crickets 

Hurrying strength deep 

Handle unrighteousness quotha 


Life's none so lang 


A dada poem with words chosen by randomly from a book of poetry 
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Pictorial: Try Again! 
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Canadian Poems 
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Six Poems by Arthur Stringer 


The Final Lesson 


I have sought beauty through the dust of strife, 
I have sought meaning for the ancient ache, 
And music in the grinding wheels of life; 
Long have I sought, and little found as yet 
Beyond this truth: that Love alone can make 


Earth beautiful, and life without regret! 
From Sappho in Leucadia 
Phaon (bitterly) 


Thus women change—and in their time forget! 


Sappho 


There lies the sorrow—if we could forget! 

For one brief hour you gave me all the love 
That women ask, and then with cruel hands 

Set free the singing voices from the cage, 

And tore the glory from the waiting rose; 

And through life's empty garden still I dreamed 
And called for Love, and walked unsatisfied. 


Love ! Love ! 'Tis we who lose it know it best! 
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By day a fire and wonder, and by night 

A wheeling star that sinks in Mystery. 

Love! Love! It is the blue of bluest skies; 

The farthest green of waters touched with sun! 
It is the calm of moonlight and of leaves, 

And yet the troubled music of the Sea! 

It is the frail original of faith, 

The timorous thing that seems afraid of light, 
Yet, loosened, sweeps the world, consuming time 
And tinsel empires, grim with blood and war! 
It is the voiceless want and loneliness 

Of blighted lands made wonderful with rain! 
Regret it is, and song, and wistful tears; 

The rose upon the tomb of afterthought, 

The only wine of life, that on the lip 

Of Thirst turns not to ashes! Change and time 
And sorrow kneel to it, for at its touch 


The world is beautiful ... the world is born! 


The Keeper 


Wide is the world and wide its open seas, 
Yet I who fare from pole to pole remain 
A prisoned Hope that paces ill at ease, 

A captive Fear that fumbles with its chain. 


I once for Freedom madly did aspire. 


Poetic Voice Twelve 37 Fall 2023 


And stormed His bars in many a burst of rage: 
But see, my Keeper with his brands of fire 


Has cowed me quite ... and bade me love my cage! 


The Seekers 


Knock, and the Door shall open: ah, we knocked 
And found the unpiteous portals locked. 

Waiting, we learned us croons to while along 
Those dreary watches—and ye call it Song! 

Seek, and thine eyes shall find: oh, we have sought 
The Vision of our Dream, yet found it not. 

We limn its broken shadow, that our heart 


May half remember—and ye call it Art! 


Destiny 


He sat behind his roses and did wake 

With wanton hands those passions grim 

That naught but bitter tears and blood can slake, 
And naught but years can dim. 

So o'er their wine did Great Ones sit and nod, 
Ordaining War ... as it befell: 


Men drunk with drum and trumpet mouthed of God! 


War 
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From hill to hill he harried me; 

He stalked me day and night; 

He neither knew nor hated me; 

Nor his nor mine the fight. 

He killed the man who stood by me. 
For such they made his law; 

Then foot by foot I fought to him, 
Who neither knew nor saw. 

I trained my rifle on his heart; 

He leapt up in the air. 

The screaming ball tore through his breast, 
And lay embedded there. 

Lay hot embedded there, and yet 
Hissed home o'er hill and sea 
Straight to the aching heart of one 


Who'd wronged not mine nor me. 
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Five Poems by Marian Osborne 


Love's Enchantment 


AS when two children, hand clasped fast in hand, 
Explore the dimness of a fairy bower 

In tremulous encroachment, each one fanned 

To ardour by his playmate's fancied power; 

Then see with wondering eyes the thing they sought, 
Half feared, half hoped for, suddenly in view, ^ 
So we on tip-toe came, and dear Love wrought 
Enchantments for us, long before we knew 

Each other's heart; then led us gaily o'er 

The flower-starred meadows, onward, eagerly, 
Until we reached at length the open door 

Of his domain—for thus it was to be; 

There in one brimming kiss soul cried to soul 


And found completion 'neath Love's aureole. 


Love's Gifts 


Beloved, can I make return to thee 

For all the gifts which thy rich heart doth hold, 
Gifts that have turned my life's gloom into gold 
And opened wisdom's door with magic key. 


My eyes enchanted see love's mystery, 
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And though I fear, yet would I fain be bold, 

For thy voice thrills on ears no longer cold 

And murmurs wondrous music, tenderly. 

And though my hands hold naught, yet would I part 
The curtains of my soul to give thee bliss, 

Answer thee in the throbbing of my heart 

And soothe thy fevered lips with one deep kiss. 

Ah ! let no shadow fall our souls athwart, 


For life holds nothing greater, love, —^than this. 


Love's Anguish 


Shall I with lethal draughts drowse every thought 
And let the days pass by with silent tread; — 
Dream that the vanished hour I long have sought 
Is once more mine, and you no longer dead? 
How shall I grasp the skirts of happy chance 
And calm my spirit in adventurous ways. 

Like bold Don Quixote hold aloft my lance 
Against the world without thy meed of praise? 
How can I ive through long discordant days, 
How cheat despair, or speed Time's lagging feet. 
Since I have lost the fragrance of love's ways 
That turned Hfe's winter into springtime sweet? 
Come to me, Death, come, ere it be too late; 


Thy kiss alone can draw the sting of Fate. 
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Despair 


The darkness of the night bewildering 

Falls on a world of chaos, and alone 

I lie, and listen for the single string 

Of Hope, with strained ears, but hear no moan 
Nor any sound, save only the dull beat 

Of my starved heart, that totters on the brink 
Of abjectness, reason dethroned, her seat 
Usurped by folly. Dear God! let me sink 
Forever out of sight in nothingness. 

As crazed stars fall from heaven. Woe is me! 
Is death too merciful for my distress? 

Or does my pain mean nothing unto Thee? 
Life's stony road I've suffered passing well. 


Now its lone sign-post points to my soul's hell. 


If I Were Fair 


If only I were fair. 

Or had some charm to bind 
In tender loving ways 

The passing of the days. 
Life would seem less unkind 


Less hard at times to bear. 
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If I were only fair. 

If only I were fair 

And had blest Beauty's dower, 
I should hear flutterings 

Of Love's mysterious wings 
And feel his kisses shower 
On lips and brow and hair. 

If I were only fair. 

If only I were fair, 

A child, whose heart beat free, 
Would lay its cheek on mine, 
Our arms would intertwine. 
Sweetly, caressingly— 

A child that I might bear. 

If I were only fair. 

If only I were fair, 

As I passed down the street 
Some weary waiting eyes 
Might smile in glad surprise, 
As though the sun to greet. 
How I could banish care, 

If I were only fair! 

If only I were fair, 

I would be generous too; 

In my love-laden eyes 


Forgiving tears would rise. 
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And, finding one man true, 
I might then all things dare. 


If I were only fair. 
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A collection of fine literature, poetry and magazine titles 


Obelisk Press 


erectae 


Over one hundred titles available at archive.org 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Anthology of Poetry by Aki Kurosawa 
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What I Miss Most of All 


You ask me, what I miss, most of all ... 
It is to travel by train, 

to far, far away ... 

from where I live, in unhappy Tokyo, 
and soak in an onsen, even with strangers, 
far, far away ... 

in the mountains somewhere, 

where people know, 

you are not from around here, 

and point at you, and talk about you 
without turning their backs. 

I am so lonely that 

I might even let a farm boy, 

take me into the fields, 

far, far away ... 

and roll me in the hay 

under the cold dark night sky 

just to say to my friends 


I still remember how to play. 


You ask me ... what I miss most of all ... 


It is how to be happy. 
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It's a Toil, That We Know 


The Olympics are finally here 
but we in Tokyo ... we fear 


That which we can't see 


We welcomed strangers in the past 
but now ... today ... we cannot cast 


A smile to our faces ... 


It's a toil, that we know 
And a wicked blow 


To our prestige ... 


The stadiums sit all empty, 
and what will be will be ... 


It can't end fast enough, for me 


My sister's she's a volunteer 
And for her health we all do fear 


But she doesn't care ... 


And she says to me ... look 
Big sis ...you always worry far too much 


I'll be fine, believe me. 


Poetic Voice Twelve 48 Fall 2023 


But she's my little sis .... Hell! 
And I know her far too well, 


Just you see! 


I won't mind if little sis says ... 


Haha, I told you so ... 


I will grin and bare it. 


It will just be fine 
to hear her voice 


In a month or two. 
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I Had a Pink Bike 


When I was a little girl 
I had a pink bike ... 
the tires would spin and whirl. 


I rode it everywhere I like — 


I rode it very fast! 
The boys would race me, 
but almost always I'd be last 


and I would watch them flee. 


gaily laughing all the time at me ... 
but I would just smile, thinking 
how it must hurt to be a boy 


bouncing on his bike ... 


but a girl can whirl along on her's 


and not mind it at all ... 
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Pumpkin the Cat 


Pumpkin ... my chisana Neiko, 
she use to wander across 

the top of our fence. 

Our chisai inu would bark, bark 


bark at it — but my Pumpkin 


she just ignored him. She knew 
he had nothing important to say 


to her as she went on her way. 


The boy cats would try to 

follow her across the fence — 

but would get unnerved and topple off 
and our dog would chase them away. 


They would never come back again. 


If you could not keep up with Pumpkin 


... What use were you to her? 
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But Not Always! 


At school we all wore 
plain blue uniforms ... 
every day, the same way — 


but not always! 


And underneath, 

they were supposed to be all white, 
but sometimes they were red, 

or pink, or blue, 

or yellow or black, 


or no color at all ... 


which was the best ... 


don't you think? 


If you had to sit every day, 
The same way — 


but not always! 
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What is my Body Trying to Tell Me? 


My cracked seed, 


my brown rice ... 
my green wheat 
my white soybean ... 


my red sorghum 


It starts to bleed, 
whenever the farmers want 


to furrow the ground 


What is my body trying to tell me? 


That the plow 
can only furrow the soil 


when nothing will grow? 
Or should I let 


the damned crows peck at me 


whenever they feel hungry? 
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They Make a Rasp of it! 


You see, I have these dreams ... 
of being held down .... 

against my will ... 

and being tickled, here and there 
and everywhere ... 


But when I tell my 


boyfriends what I dream about 


... they just don't understand. 


They make a rasp of it, 
and turn my dream 


into a nightmare. 


Boys don't understand girls 


... they just don't want to. 


I have to bow and smile 


Gray are the skies over Tokyo, 
gray are the faces of the people 
walking under the skies of Tokyo. 


Poetic Voice Twelve 54 


Fall 2023 


Gray are the socks I am wearing 
gray are my dress and panties 


that match the long socks that I am wearing 


Gray is the color of my new desk at work 
gray is the conversation I have 


with my new boss at my desk at work. 


Gray is the color of my computer screen 
gray is the training film that explains everything 


I need to do in my new job. 


Gray is the uniform I have to wear 
gray is the task I now have to do 


but to keep it, I have to bow and smile. 
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A Salary Girl ... in a Salary World 


I sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 


in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men 
who are probably 
thinking 
the same things 


Iam... 


There is the day me, 

prim and proper, 
and the night time me, 

the complete opposite, 
which comes out on 


a Saturday ... at midnight. 


Each day is the same 
except Sundays ... 
when I can sleep off 


the night before. 


Sometimes on Sundays 


I wake up in my own bed 
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alone ... but, most times 
I wake up somewhere else, 


and can't find my panties. 


I have a yen 
for this other life 
and if I wanted to ... 
I could play my way, 
one fancy trick at a time, 
by working one night a week, 
and sleeping it off... 


the other six. 


That way I don't have 
to sit at my desk, 
a salary girl ... 
in a salary world 


surrounded by salary men. 
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Taking Things in Hand 


Sometimes ... I let lil’ sis 
take me out 
to meet some 


of her chums ... 


Oh boy! 


There was sis and I 
and four puppies, 


all eager to play, yelping.... 


They tried to paw, paw, paw 
their way up, into my dress ... 


I was not impressed! 


I pressed me knees tight together, 
And held down my dress, 
Then they tried up top. 


There was no stopping them. 


We six sat in a booth 
at the back of a dark, 
old restaurant, 


far across town 
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where truckers gathered. 


Those wretches eyed us hungrily. 


And here I was trapped between 
two yelping little chiens. 

There was not much I could do, 
until after we had eaten ... 

I saw a gleam in sis’ eyes 


that told me why she had brought us here. 


Four of them and two of us ... 


we were there to give them a hand. 


I watched from across the table 
as she toyed with her boys 
They looked down, went silent 


closed their eyes ... and smiled 


The two beside me watched too ... 
and began to whimper, and whine. 


...S0 did all the other wretches around the room 


And so I too took things in hand. 
Why not! It's a free world ... 
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Softly, slowly, I started 
to pet these puppies. 


Fresh out of the kennels. 


But at least their whimpering 


and whining had stopped. 


They were not much to begin with, 
Hardly there in fact, 

with their big paws and little stiffs 
but they sort of grew on you ... 


these pups that squirmed and finally foamed 


When we were finished 
sis and I ... we dashed away 
not having to worry about 


puppies nipping at our heels. 
I have to credit my sis, 


she hasn't had to pay 


for her lunch in years. 
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It is Going to be a Boy She Says. 


Next month, my best friend, 
she's having a baby. 
She's much younger than me ... 


just past her teens. 


We use to work together 

side by side. But last year 

she lost her job, 

then her boy friend too, 

when she needed him the most, 


(he's not the father), 


and the baby's father ... well ... 
she doesn't even know his name, 


no one will tell her who he is, 


they were both drunk 
at the time they bumped 
into each other... 


and now she has sobered up. 


I think I know ... 
who the father is, 
but can't tell her, 
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I may end up jobless too ... 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
She can feel his tiny pencil 
ticking her from within, 
writing her little haiku ... 


reminding her, 


she has no men 
in her life, 

except her father, 
who wants to toss 


them both into the streets. 


She waits ... 
with her grandmother now, 
far away ... 


somewhere in the country 


Oh well ... 
she and the little one 


will at least have fresh air. 


It is going to be a boy she says. 
I hope it is a girl! 
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The School Boy on the Bus 


There is a school boy 
who takes the same bus 
I do each day. 


He would be just fourteen. 


I would always 
stand in a corner 
far from the push of 


people near the doors. 


Ilet the boy press against 

me when the bus sways, 

his hand touching my bare thigh ... 
but I don't mind. 


One day ... a bump ... his hand 
went up my dress. I could 
tell he was nervous 


by the warm, shaking of it. 


I knew what he wanted ... 
my panties were in my purse. 
It surprised him when 


he touched my wet flesh. 
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I somehow knew I was 
his first when his hand froze, 
so I pressed my thighs together 


as we swayed in time. 


I would not let 
him go, until I had 
had my pleasures of him ... 


he closed his eyes. 


My leg brushed against him. 
He drew in a breath. 
I pressed and the sway 


of the bus took hold. 


I found his zipper 
And then his enpitsu ... 
thin, long and unsheathed 


and started to write with it. 


And there we were 
the two of us alone 
in our own world, 


traveling together ... then ... 
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It was my stop. I left him standing 
there, with a wet hand 
... his wet underwear 


and a contented smile. 
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His Little Insignificance 


My boyfriend looks so funny 
standing there 


hanging out ... 


That little insignificance that 
means so much to him 


yet means so little to me. 


A daikon ... brings me greater pleasure! 


A green bean ... a bowl of Edamame. 


I wonder if his 
insignificance were stolen away 


would he still want to play with me? 


To love that place 
where his insignificance seems 


always to ... hasten ... 


To tickle and caress me 


To feast on my sweet Aoyagi ... 


Instead of always wanting 


to press his insignificance 
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into me like a bull 


might press a cow to heff'a calf. 


It is his beef 
that I just leave him 


to stand and bray ... 


milk me ... 
milk me ... 


milk me ... 


And I am the cow? 


KKK 


Aki is always surprising us with the originality of her poetry, which is most 
times based on her fascinating love life. She recently parted ways with her 


latest boyfriend who had a rather big sense of his insignificance. 


Aki is constantly reminded that men don’t understand women the way they 
they wish to be understood. To a woman intimacy and sexuality are not 


inevitably the same thing. To a man they are one and the same! 


Boys think bigger is better. Little do her boyfriends know that the bigger their 


insignificance, the less enjoyable love making is for Aki. 
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If only they knew that the first third of a woman's ai no ton neru feels any 


pleasure. The rest does not. Then they would not press their insignificance 
Into me like a bull 

Might press a cow to heff'a calf. 

It was when Seiko no saichu ni (still being a bit shy, Aki wanted this left in 
the original Japanese) her boy friend started to snort like a bull as he pressed 


her off the bed with his insignificance. 


A lamp was casting his shadow on the far wall of the bedroom, and to Aki he 


looked like a bull having it out with a cow. 
She started to laugh hysterically at the whole silliness of the moment. The 
images of daikons, green beans and edamame suddenly flashed into her mind. 


So she pushed him out of her. 


But still he would not stop his braying and snorting, so she milked him like a 


milkmaid would. After he came Aki told him to go, and not come back. 
*Watashi wa ushide wa arimasen!” 
Only if we Don't Play the Chase 


Girls think that boys have more fun 
Poetic Voice Twelve 68 Fall 2023 


Boys say that girls do ... 
So what of these two plays 


are in fact true? 


Boys do chase after girls 
But girls are not to chase after boys! 


So boys have more fun? Well, perhaps 


It depends on whether you like the chase? 


Boys don’t need to ‘be careful’ do they? 
But girls have to be, don't we? 
Otherwise the fun is over ... 

Girls with big pregnant bellies 

Are not chased after and can't run 

fast enough to catch up 


with the fathers of their babies. 


Can they? The fathers keep on running ... 


Honestly I think that girls 
have more fun ... don't we? 
But only if we don't 

Play the chase ... 


If They are the Right Fit 


When I meet a boy 
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For the first time 
I like to ask them 


What interests you? 


If they say money 

I take them shopping 
After the third date 

They leave me ... Why? 
They don't want to spend 


their money on me! 


If they say sports ... 

I take them to watch 

A baseball game 

And then I sneak away. 


They never notice I am gone. 


If they say they like films ... 

We usually watch the French 
New Wave ... each film 

I know by heart. They don't 
What about Truffault? Ummm ... 


So much for film! 


If they say they are into video games 


I know they have yet to grow up. 
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Otaku imasu ... their mothers still 
Look after them. No thanks! 


No mothering from me please. 


If they are into art then out 
Comes my sketch book and 
Pencils. *Will you sit for me?" 

I ask them. Some do, most don't 


If they do I size them up ... 


If they are the right fit ... not 

too big ... or only into themselves 
mind you ... only then do I let 
them ask ‘Can I draw you too?" 

I like this play ... 


As they size me up too. 


If Only They Knew 


I wished I knew 
what turned boys off 
because I know what 


turns them on. 


Beer and baseball, 
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yes that's a Japanese thing! 
manga with 


too much exposed 


School girls in their 

short skirts 

taking the subway 

with their panties 
showing as they hang 
tight to their school books 
with one arm and 

to the strap overhead 


with the other. 


There was a time when 
I too struggled 

there in the subway 
and had tubby 
sweating boys, 


try to film me up skirt/ 


If only they knew 
what turned me on 
then I would have 
given them for free 


what they tried to 
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steal from me 
If they had carried 


my books — they would 


not have needed their manga. 
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Pictorial: Yes ... Its Madonna! 
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Affiliated Publishing Houses 


Atelier Press 
Obelisk Press 
Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 350 titles to choose from 


Magazines by Obelisk Press 


Le Minotaur 
Pen & Pencil Magazine 
Poetic Voice Magazine 
Art & Eros Magazine 
L’Espionage Magazine 
Dada Magazine 
Genius Magazine 
Neos et Le Surealisme 


Pink Rabbit Magazine 
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Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 
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